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have only two litres of water among three men, and that's not
enough to last out." He reproached Kilian for having given
the bowl of water to the dying camel, and then went off to
lie down under a tree, like a condemned man awaiting the
inevitable end. Kilian himself passed a blazing hour beneath
the shade of a tamarisk, feeling that he too was facing death.

But the rest brought renewed strength. He sprang to his
feet, determined to make a fight for it. Selecting the camel
which seemed least thirsty, they cut its throat, and then,
suspending its stomach on a tree, pierced it in several places
with a sharp knife and extracted about two gallons of disgusting
liquid. This liquid if consumed immediately is not dangerous,
but it rapidly becomes a virulent poison, which has killed off
many a traveller driven to this extremity. Kilian boiled the
liquid and, having filtered it through a piece of muslin, obtained
about a gallon and a half of water which tasted horrible but
which was at least not dangerous.

The cool of the evening refreshed both men and beast, and
they set off, alternately trotting and walking all through the
night. They stopped once to make some tea with the good
water, drank a copious draught of the camel water, and washed
it down with strongly sugared tea. They ate nothing, lest that
should make their thirst greater. By sunrise they had covered
half the distance to the well.

But as soon as the sun appeared the camels grew thirsty
again, and stumbled along with difficulty. " Rlass," said Mama
once more. " They can't carry us much farther, and they will
die before sunset. With what little water we have left we
can't reach Tiririne on foot, because the slightest exertion will
cause us to want more water."

By a miracle, no sooner had the native uttered these words
of despair than they topped a rise and saw some magnificent
gum-acacias a mile or so ahead. Now there really was a
chance. The camels could shelter under the foliage during the
burning heat of the day, and would be refreshed by the fodder.

In the evening they set off again, and in the middle of the
night, when all the water had gone, Mama suddenly stopped
and said that Tiririne well ought to be about there. But he
could no longer find his bearings. The thirst and the fear of